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LYRICS OF LI-T'AI-PO 



^CHINESE POET OF THE EIGHTH CENTURy]- 



BY 

MICHITARO HISA 

AND 

WILLIAM WELLS NEWELL 



( Printed Not Published ) 



Michitaro Hisa, of Onohama, Iwaki- 
nokuni, Japan, in 1891 entered Harvard 
University as an undergraduate student, 
offering proficiency in Chinese and Japanese 
literature, attested by diplomas and letters 
of recommendation, as equivalent for the 
usual requirements in Latin and Greek. 
He occupied himself principally with hist- 
orical and economical studies, taking only 
the two required English courses. In 1895, 
after graduation, he returned to his country, 
and became Professor of Economics in 
Doshisha College, Kioto; he died in 1902. 

It was only in the final year of Hisa's 
residence in Cambridge that I had the 
pleasure of making his acquaintance. The 
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young man became a frequent visitor in the 
family, where his inteUigence, simplicity, 
and gentleness rendered him very welcome. 
In response to inquiries concerning Chinese 
poetry, he brought me translations from 
several authors; among these, as material 
to me altogether new, I was especially 
interested in versions representing the cele- 
brated singer to whom is devoted this little 
book, and begged for additional renderings, 
which Hisa supplied, following character 
by character the Chinese text; in bestowing 
English metrical form, I made it my first 
object to reproduce as closely as possible 
sentiment and language; the results were 
shown to Hisa, who furnished advice and 
suggestions; in this manner came into being 
the verses here' printed, not for circulation 
or public notice, but for the sake of record. 



and as memorial of a friend whose delicate 
perception and deeply poetical spirit are 
mainly responsible for their existence, but 
who will never look upon their permanent 
form. 



In his volume entitled « Poesies de 
I'Epoque des Thang » ( Paris, 1869) the 
Marquis d'Hervey Saint-Denis, assigning 
the first place to Li-Tai-Pe ( the usual 
French transliteration ), renders twenty-four 
pieces; among these three correspond to 
versions printed below, namely, Nos. 11, 

XVII, XXXV. 

Wayland, Mass., August, 1905. 



XI 



POEMS 



I. Wars in Central Asia i 

II. The Frontier Boy 4 
in. Adieu to Children 6 
ini. Farewell to a Friend 8 

V. Exile 9 

VI. For an Exile Homeward Bound 1 1 

VII. The Lily of the Wilderness 13 

VIII. T'o a Distant Land 14 
vim. To Children in East Lu 15 

X. The Moon of Wu 17 

XI. Autumn Inlet 18 
xii. Respect for Feelings 19 
XIII. In the Peach-Orchard of 

Nestled-Haze Mountain 20 



XII 



XIIII. 


White- Willow-Square in 






Nankin 


22 


XV. 


On Feng-hwang Tower in 






Nankin 


24 


XVI. 


Longing 


26 


XVII. 


The Song of White-Head 


28 


XVIII. 


A Swallow-Pair 


30 


XVIIII 


The Field-Sparrow to her 






Brood 


32 


XX. 


From Pe-ti 


33 


XXI. 


Conformity to the World 


34 


XXII. 


Triumph of the King of 






Yueh 


35 


XXIII, 


The Order of Nature 


36 


XXIV. 


Mattrass and Pillow 


38 


XXV. 


Alone among Flowers 


40 


XXVI. 


Moon-Salutation 


42 



XIII 



xxvii. Sunrise-Song 
XXVIII. Illumination 
xxviiii. Disenchantment 
XXX. Rainbow-Bridge 
xxxi. 

XXXII. 

XXXIII. 

XXXIIII 

XXXV. 

XXXVI. 

XXXVII, 



To a Departing Hermit 
Ascent of Mount Tae. i. 
Ascent of Mount Tae. ii. 
Toward the Mountain 
Visit to a Mountain-Dweller 
The Pine of Tae-kwa 
Retirement 



44 
46 
48 

50 
51 
52 
54 
56 
58 
60 
62 



XIIII 



I 
WARS IN CENTRAL ASIA 



Last year, war at San-keen source, 
This year, war by stream of T'sung. 



Wash the weapons in T'soo-che waves, 
Loose the steeds in Tsien-shan snow! 



Myriad li, an endless march. 
Three armies wasted and war-worn! 



For tilth, the Hiong-nu choose strife, 
A realm, from aye, of skeletons and sand. 



On walls that T'sin built barriers to the 

wild, 
Where in their season flamed the fires 

of Han, 



Are beacon-lights forever blazing now, 
One foray and one fighting without term. 



On battle-plains our soldiers faint and 

die. 
Their wounded chargers neigh, and scream 

to Heaven. 



The crows, the kites, despoil the flesh 

of men. 
And with their booty soar to blasted 

boughs. 
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The bush, the grass, are red with warriors' 

blood, 
Our generals labor, and their harvest 

nought. 



Hereby we know that wars are wicked 

things, 
The wise man chooseth when it must 

be so. 



II 
THE FRONTIER BOY 



The boy of the frontier fort 
Youth-while hath no character conned. 
In chase alone he vaunteth activity, 
Sleek grows his savage steed with smooth 
white grasses of Autumn. 



He rideth over his shadow, how bold 
and haughty his bearing! 

With golden whip he cuts snow, doth 
jostle the ringing sheath; 

Wine-warm, he crieth his falcon, repairs 
to yon mead by the water; 



Moonlike he bendeth his bow; the fleet 

shaft flieth afar, 
Down twain herons whirl, pierced by one 

whistling arrow! 
Gazers on marge of the lake remain and 

eye him amazed. 
Fierce and with pride superb while he 

shaketh the sands of the beach! 



Student, when all is told, liveth no peer 

of the hunter. 
Where will the profit be found, when 

Silver-Head hangeth the screen? 



Ill 



ADIEU TO CHILDREN 



Home to the mountains I go, when white 

wine newly fermenteth, 
On millet feed golden fowls, Autumn is 

generous here. 
While steweth the pot for me, I sit and 

sip of the liquor. 
Round me my children play, laughing and 

plucking the robes. 
Cups a-many 1 drain, chanting loud for 

my pleasure, 
Rise to my feet and dance, to rival the 

sinking Sun. 



Mai-chin erst was mocked by his wife 

that silly woman, 
After his manner I go, faring westward 

toward T'sin. 
E'en as my portal I pass, I smile and 

gaze upward to Heaven, 
No, it was never I who was born a child 

of the weeds. 
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FAREWELL TO A FRIEND 



East of Lake departest thou, 
Autumn breezes freshening now. 

One heron neath vast skies a-glow, 
One sail o'er calm seas wafted slow, 

Sun with Ocean at his feet, 

Blue water boundless, where to meet? 



Moon resplendent on the sea, 
Far away, remember me. 



V 

EXILE 



Propped by my sword, on terrace 

lingering, 
Pensive, I watch decline the Sun of 

Spring. 

The Feng now chanteth past the Western 

Sea, 
Would here alight, but finds no friendly 

tree. 

The Sages' Mount with thorn is over- 
grown. 

While jewel-blooms are fair in dells 
unknown. 



Yet wren and finch their nesting-places 

know, 
By myriads breed rank screen of weeds 
below. 



The ancient manner every day doth 

wane, 
While I walk sighing on the path of 

pain. 
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VI 



FOR AN EXILE HOMEWARD 
BOUND 



Yen and Yu, snow and sand; 
Myriad li, a glimmering land. 

Gales of Autumn; Summer by, 
Homing herons southward fly. 

Mid these, a youthful Feng doth shine, 
Whose cry clangs sad through lieavens 
nine. 

I love the newly-fledged thing. 
Of radiant five-colored wing. 
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Alas' that fowls of petty worth 
Tease thee, deride, and bear to earth! 

I lift thee in mine arms for shame, 
The sick heart burning like a flame. 

I smooth thy plumes, while tears roll large, 
Release thee by the wide lake's marge. 

The shadow, parting, fades away; 
I linger; round me darkens day. 
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VII 

IHE LILY OF THE 
WILDERNESS 

A lily of a desert well 
In lonely sunshine liveth well. 

Its blossoms float on water green, 
Its leaves in Fall keep glossy sheen. 

In vain all fair it doth defeat; 
None carrieth its odor sweet. 

Time turneth toward the Winter frost, 
When crimson beauty will go lost. 

No home it hath for comfort's sake; 
O, let it trust the Flowery Lake! 
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VIII 

TO A DISTANT LAND 



Yen-sai is adown the stream of T'son, 
On the Yellow River grow grasses of 
Spring; 

Desire hath no change of night or of day, 
Endless, like waters wandering. 

Wandering waves for the sea depart. 

With them would I go, but way there 
is none; 

My message I make with a fallen tear. 
And send it afar to a flowerlike one. 
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IX 



TO CHILDREN IN EAST LU 

Mulberry leaves of Wu are lustrous, 

Silk-worms thrice have made their 
slumber. 
East-of-Lu my kin abideth, 

Kwei-yin meadow who hath seeded? 
Spring hath over-matched my fleetness, 

Made her voyage, mine own uncertain. 
Taketh my sad heart the Southwind, 

Droppeth yonder by a lattice; 
Eastward hath the house a peachtree, 

Through whose branches vapors wander. 
T'is a peach myself have planted. 

Seasons three foregone the flowering. 
Now to meet the roof it riseth, 

Yet my steps not aiming homeward. 
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Toward the trunk a maiden leaneth. 

Tiptoe reacheth for the blossom; 
Bloom she findeth, me she misseth, 

Flooded eyes are changed to fountains. 
Near the girl her youthful brother, 

Head arising to her shoulder, 
Flitteth to and fro and playeth; 

Who to pet him and endear him? 
Musing, peace of mind I forfeit. 

White silk tear, indite the verses, 
Trust them to the running river. 
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THE MOON OF WU 



Gardens and balconies ruined, willows 

all freshly green, 
Tune of the wind in the weeds unfitteth 

the heart for Spring; 
Abideth only the Moon above the lake 

in the west, 
Moon of Wu, that erst beamed on the 

halls of the king. 
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XI 

AUTUMN INLET 



Autumn Inlet, long as Autumn, 

Saddeneth by loneliness. 
Beyond measure moved, the exile 

Upper balcony ascendeth, 
Toward Cho-an full westward gazing. 
Underneath him flows the inlet, 

Toward the inlet stream he turneth: 
((Yonder am I unforgotten? 
Lo, of tears I cast a handful. 
Prithee, in Yo-shu deliver.)) 
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RESPECT FOR FEELINGS 



White silk I tore, I wrote a letter. 

Myriad li to make my message; 
Wistful waited for a bearer, 

Twelvemonth-long came none to carry. 
Southward-winging, went the Wild Swan, 

Inattentive, like the others. 
In a beechen box I closed it. 

Where the worm hath gnawed its heading. 
Better cast it on the current; 

No, lest stranger find and open. 
Let him read, I am not jealous, 

Only dread, lest critics argue. 
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XIII 



IN THE PEACH-ORCHARD OF 
NES'FLED-HAZE MOUNTAIN 



Today is yesterday no more, 
A moment, in tomorrow o'er. 

Hair white, with golden wine I grow 

acquaint; 
'T is grief to sing, when heart hath 

waxed faint. 



Hast thou beheld the Moon on royal 

lake to shine, 
Whose circle long ago did gleam on 

royal wine? 
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That king he hath removed, the Moon 

is glimmering; 
Yon warbler, sorrow-drunk, doth chant 

to airs of Spring. 



My spirit moved by change that glances 

have espied, 
1 empty cups, and sleep on orchard's 

eastern side. 
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XIV 

WHITE-WILLOW-SQUARE IN 

NANKIN 

White willows shade the square, 
Northward fringe the waterway; 
Past from sight are men of Wu, 

Blooms of T'sin lost out of care. 



Heaven hath turned, and earth is new. 
Heaped ruin lie hall and tower; 
Hills that throned six royal lines 

Scythemen mow and axemen hew. 
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Water-fowl of six glories wise, 

With song I drain three cups to thee. 
Province, thy pleasances are few. 

Though many may thy mountains rise. 

Old courts that emperors did keep. 

Sweet flowers of Wu, bright webs of 

T'sin, 
With lives of heroes, forth have flowed. 

And eastward-streaming, found the deep. 
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XV 

ON FENG-HWANG TOWER 

IN NANKIN 

Serve me wine on Feng-hwang Tower; 
Welcome I drink to the twilight hour. 

Ages shimmer o'er waves below; 

Opens my heart with the cloudy glow. 

In davs that are gone, I demand, for 

whose sake 
Did the radiant strangers their wandering 

make? 

That emperor's age is so dim in the past, 
'T is hope for the gleam of their gay 
wings at last. 
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Our sovereign, surely, is greater than he. 
Grave councillors crowd the benches three. 



Remaineth no room for a hero today; 
My gilded winetub ebbeth away. 

Breatheth the East on flowers of the hill; 
How can I help but chalicfes fill? 

Serve me wine, no further tell. 
Waken only song and bell. 
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XVI 



LONGING 

Suncolor faded now, flowers that vapors 

embrace, 
White the orb of the Moon, for sorrow 
I cannot sleep. 

The viol of Chao I take, viol of the 

paired bridges. 
Play on the harp of Chuh, harp of the 

mated chords. 

The tune is full of my thoughts, no friend 
to be charged with the message. 

Depart, O breeze of Spring, and carry 
the tidings to An-zen! 
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When I think of my lord far away, far 

over the azure waters, 
Eyes that rippled with smiles are changed 
to fountains of tears. 

Wilt know if mine heart is broken? 
Behold the face of my mirror. 
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XVII 

THE SONG OF WHITE-HEAD 

Kin the river northeastward floweth, 
Side by side swim Yuen and Yang. 

He nesteth amid trees ot Han, 

She playeth among flowets of T'sin. 

Thousand deaths, varied wings torn, 
Liefer than safety, and parting in cloud. 

A-kiao, jealous and grieved, 

Wisheth the Master to bear her in 
mind. 
With yellow ore she buyeth verses, 

Siang-ju made them, to get the gold. 
Men are inconstant, admire what is new. 

He himself loved a Mo-ling girl, 
Wen-kun sent him the Song of White-head. 
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((Rivers abandon their western founts, 
Fallen blooms are shamed of their boughs. 

((Tu-sze, devoid of emotion, 

Hither and yon is swayed by the breezfe. 
Who hath bidden arms of Nis-lo 

Come and clasp him so tightly? 
Twain plants have a single soul, 

Human hearts are not so true. 

((Roll not up the .plaited mat. 

Suffer the spider to weave his web. 

Let it lie, the amber head-rest, 

Arriveth, maybe, a dream of the past. 

((Water spilled filleth not the cup, 

He who forsook me will never return. 

From earliest eld, of unaltered fidelity 
Told is no tale, save T'sing-lo Tower.)) 

29 



XVIII 

A SWALLOW-PAIR 



A swallow-pair, and a swallow-pair, 
Made men envy their mated care. 

In City-of-Jade they found a place, 
Golden windows, doors like lace. 



Jade-City burned, the swallows two 
Lived at man's mercy in court of Wu. 



Wu-palace blazed, in flames so wide 
Perished the nest, the nestlings died. 
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A single swallow grieveth alone. 
The widow aged mourneth her own. 



«Our mated care no more may be, 
Pineth my little heart in me.)) 
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XIX 



THE FIELD-SPARROW TO 
HER BROOD 

When you are playing, do not play with 

T'suy of Yen beach, 
When you are nesting, do not nest with 

house-sparrows of Wu. 

Wu-palace will be wrapt in fire, you 

perish in the flame, 
The beach of Yen hath T'suy nets, that 

shall for you be spread. 

Securely keep a lowly flight below the 

brush and sage. 
Let hawks and falcons be abroad, their 

eyes will ne'er espy. 
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XX 



FROM PETI 



Among bright-varied clouds of dawn, I 

quitted White-Emperor Castle, 
Through gorge of a thousand li down the 

current sped in a day. 
Ou either side of the stream monkeys 

were noisily shrieking, 
Already our light boat hath passed 

mountains a miUion fold. 
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XXI 

CONFORMITY TO THE 
WORLD 



Hair odor-washed, smite not the hat, 
Skin orchid-bathed, shake not the 
clothes. 

Living the world's life, keep not o'erclean. 
The wise man praiseth hiding the gem. 
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XXII 



TRIUMPH OF THE KING OF 
YUEH 



Laden with trophies of Wu, the king 

to his city returned, 
Haughty his warriors went in robes of 

silk and of gold; 
Gazing ladies of court flowerlike the 

balconies filled, 
Now only partridges whir, where shone 

those splendors of old. 
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XXIII 

THE ORDER OF NATURE 

Paused at my gate the car of a guest, 

Gilded harness, vermeil wheels. 
I thought him descended from crimson 

Heaven, 
It was my father from natal place. 

((Son,)) he commanded, ((dust thrones 
in hall.)) 
On seats sat we down, told lives over, 
While flowing tears wet the kerchief. 

((Alas! thousand li I wandered 

Winged-swift through thirty springs. 

Idly debated imperial policy. 
Body stript of its purple cord. 

My favorite brand reposed in scabbard. 
My mystic books gathered white dust, 
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Back to the river of birth I drifted, 
And when I sought news of friends and 

kinsmen, 
Found them folk of the Yellow Fount. 



Alive, man wasteth in hundreds of warfares, 
Dead, with milHons of ghosts doth 
abide. 
The Northwind bloweth dust of the 
desert land 
To bury the cities of Chao and T'sin. 
Such, in its kind is order of Nature, 

Empty of mercy the azure on high. 
I grieve and I weep, but what plea can 
I render? 
I trust the great Turner, to live or 
to die. 
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XXIV 

MATTRASS AND PILLOW 



No cable so long the Sun to delay; 
Weepeth each life from his natal day. 



With ore heaped high as the Northern 

Star, 
Purchase spices, that fragrant are. 



Father Sun hath left no spark; 
Like a life of the world, hath gone out 
in dark. 



Dreamy is everything I view; 

Who shall I be, in times that ensue? 
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Bring a jar, spite money dearth; 
I invite the Four Neighborhooods of 
Earth. 



Indefinite Immortality 
Fai^eth of wine's reality. 

To lave away ten centuries' pain, 
A century of chalices drain. 



Long summer night, pure converse keep; 
The white Moon will not suffer sleep. 

O'ercome, repose in the solitude high, 
The mattrass, Earth, the head-rest. Sky. 
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XXV 



ALONE AMONG FLOWERS 



Flowers and a jar of wine, 
No sympathizer mine. 



risen Moon! I drink to thee, 
Pace toward my Shadow; we are three! 

1 sing, the Moon doth march on high, 
I dance, the Shade goes flitting by. 
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Thou, Moon, partakest not, 1 know, 
My Shadow idleth where 1 go; 



Yet friends I choose, for comfort's sake. 
That Mirth may Summer overtake. 

The while I wake, one Hfe we lead, 
Sleep-overcome, apart proceed; 

Yet hath been formed inanimate communion, 
Each of other expectant past Cloud and 
Silver River. 
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XXVI 

MOON-SALUTATION 



Moon in the azure vault, how many 

years hast thou risen? 
Over my cup I pause, and for once, 

implore a reply. 
Man lacketh power to mount and move 

the mate of the moon, 
Moon is mate of man whithersoever 

he roves. 
^Vhite and winged mirror, it hangeth 

over yon palace. 
Vanished is vapor green, radiance floodeth 

the land. 
I only see how at eve it riseth out of 

the ocean, 
Who would rather know where at dawn 

it sinketh in cloud? 
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Spring-time and season of Fall, the White 

Hare mixeth his magic, 
Yonder where Chang-go dwells, she who 

neighboreth none. 
Men of today beheld not the Moon of 

ages departed, 
Over men of aforetime always beamed 

the Moon. 
They and they resemble an ever-flowing 

river, 
On the same Moon they gaze, and gaze 

in the very mood. 
Freedom only I crave, that chanting 

over my chalice. 
On me may shine the Moon, and shine 

on my gilded cask. 
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XXVII 

SUNRISE-SONG 



On edge of east appeareth the Sun, 
Climbing, as though from base of the earth. 



Sky he traverseth, entereth ocean, 

Six dragons who draw him, where their repose? 



From first to last he pauseth not, 
Man, no primal power, how journey his 
comrade forever? 



Airs of Spring buds thank not for growth, 
Gales of Autumn leaves blame not for fall. 
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Who the scourge will wield, advance the 

fourfold process, 
Until of myriad births the life is resolved 

in Nature? 



Hi-ho, Hi-ho, 

Wherefore sink and rise in waves of the 
whelming flood? 

Lo-yang, through what virtue 
Stay the Sun with thy spear? 



Law-violating, Heaven-defying, o'er-vast 

your arrogant pride. 
For me, 1 would embrace the mighty mass, 

conform myself to the Illimitable. 
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XXVIII 



ILLUMINATION 



Days thrice a thousand of fasting and rite; 
White silk I tear, and Scripture I write. 



The brush and the Word have rendered me 

free; 
An army celestial environeth me. 



I float like a cloud on a steady gale; 
An air, upon new-budded wings I sail. 

Sun-View I climb, on the summit stand; 
Behold, from barrier, sea and land. 
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Mountains mirror ocean-glow; 
Eastward, cocks of Heaven crow. 



Sunrise-tower casteth skyward shade; 
Child of the deep hath yonder played. 



Elixir of Life I shall make in a while, 
Aerial, soar to Spirit-Isle! 
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XXIX 



DISENXHANTMENT 



Irremovable the moonlight, 
Unspeakable my wanderer's woe. 



Sun and Moon go out and crumble, 
Heaven and Earth decay and die. 



Cicada chirping in yon pine 
VN'ill never look upon its age. 



Gold hath no charm to guide mankind, 

enc 
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Ignorance cannot fathom essence 



Save seniors of a thousand years, 
Man mourneth that so soon he goes. 

I drink, I enter the jar of jade. 

Self I save, and call it my treasure. 
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XXX 



RAINBOW-BRIDGE 



From rocky wall, I look up to Sung-leao, 
That seemeth to hang in the azure sky. 

Let me, with a five-hued rainbow, 
Build a bridge to span the heavens; 

Spirits, it they love me, 

Will make a sign, and beckon me over. 
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XXXI 



TO A DEPARTING HERMIT 



Million-age cloister thine 

On the Virgin-of-Jade to dwell, 
Where forever the lamp of the Moon 

Is hung on the pines of a dell. 
Thou partest to gather sweet herbs, 

Flowers purple of magical might, 
In a year I shall see thee sail 

Through the sky on a dragon white. 
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XXXTl 

ASCENT OF MOUNT TAE. I. 



At morn, I drank from Lake-of-the- Mother, 
By even, lodge in Heaven-Gate pass. 

Alone, a green-varied harp in my hand, 
Darkling, I roam among azure heights. 

Hills are clear, white the moon and the dew, 
Calm; the night-wind dieth among pines. 

Spirits make music amid the green mounts, 
Hence and hither resound their pipes and 
their songs. 
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Quiet they partake of the radiance pure, 
Moonlight, where peak is wedded to peak. 



In fancy I gaze on the birdlike dance. 
See flutter the tiger and dragon robes. 

My hand reacheth Heaven, I gather the 

Gourd, 
Exaltedly, lose thought of return. 



I hold out my palm with a clear brook to play, 
By hap, have touched loom of the Weaver- 
Maid. 



At dawn I am sitting, saddened of soul. 
Above, no more than five-colored clouds. 

53 



xxxni 



ASCENT OF MOUNT TAE. II. 



By morning twilight, I climb Sun-view, 
Hands lifted, open a path among clouds. 

Mv soul expandeth in four directions, 
I feel myself free of Heaven and Earth. 

The Yellow River floweth out of the west, 
Afar, afar, and is lost among hills. 

I cling to the cliff, explore the eight limits. 
Eye-weary! The vast sky is undisturbed. 
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Sudden I see a youth of the azure, 
Masses twain of cloud dark hair. 



He laugheth at me, who study Immortality, 
While I totter, and sunken grow rosy cheeks. 



Hold! He hath vanished out of my sight! 
Illimitable! I cannot pursue! 
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XXXIV 



TOWARD THE MOUNTAIN 

Forth from my gate I gaze on the 

mountain. 
With boundless emotion lifting mine eyes. 

Not to be named the color excelling, 
Deep green daily sateth my look. 

Once and again, white clouds arising. 
Of their own impulse, roll and unroll. 

The heart in me with theirs accordeth, 
My thought in them is forever deep. 
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Would 1 might join the solitary dweller, 
Traceless, inhabit sequestered heights! 
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XXXVI 



VISIT TO A MOUNTAIN- 
DWELLER 



At fall of eve we came down from the 
height, 

The mountain-moon our journey-mate; 
I turned to the pathway travelled of late; 

The green hills lay in a color deep. 

Hand in hand, to a cottage went we 
down; 
The wicket was opened by children 
twain; 
Bamboos led me in by a quiet lane; 

Our skirts were plucked by sprays of 
the vine. 
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In breeze of the pines we chanted a lay; 
Silver River waxed dim, and stars 
became few; 
Under warmth of the wine our cheerfulness 
grew; 
No more we remembered the worldly 
way. 
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XXXVI 

THK PINE OF TAE-KWA 



At Tae-kwa on the mountain a lotty 

pine doth grow, 
That tirin and stately standeth, defying 

frost and snow; 
To neighborhood of Heaven it riseth 

tathom-score, 
Careless of scorned breezes, that rage 

and rcN'el o'er. 



The peachtree and the plumtree are 

tairer in the face, 
Wa\tarers stand beholding, and marvel 

at their grace, 
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From earth hath vanished Summer, her 

track is swept away, 
The leaves that were so verdant are trod 

to yellow clay. 



It is the lofty pinetree I would have 

you become, 
Beware how you take pattern by peachtree 

and by plum; 
Compelled to bow the body, yet never 

change the mind, 
Is known in time of trial the soul of 

nobler kind. 
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XXXVII 



RETIREMENT 

((Ruled by what motive,)) they ask, 

((dwellest in mountains green?)) 
Answer none I bestow, but smile from 

my calmness of heart. 
About me peach-blossoms fall, and are 

carried away by the brook, 
Here is the world for me, a world 

other than man's. 
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